FIRE BELOW

For an instant relief came flooding. Then
I perceived that Rowley had made a mistake.
A hundred yards further on was another bend
in the road, and just at the turning another
grey barrow of stone.
As I moved forward, I trod on a piece of
cord.
I picked it up, staring . . .
More cord was dangHng by the gatepost,
caught by the latch of the gate., I found
there were three short lengths, the edges t>f
which were clean cut.
I do not think I should have been human,
if I had not been honestly thankful to find
that my prey was gone. But even while I
stood frowning, twisting the cord in my hands
and blessing the early riser that had put such
a spoke in my wheel, I heard the sound of a
car being hastily started from rest.
In a flash I had leaped to the bend, to see
the car reach the cross roads and fling up the
broad, black road down which we had come.
And two hundred yards away lay a figure
in a white dust-coat, half on and half off the
giass.
The sun was up before Rowley opened his.
eyes.
I had carried him over a meadow and down
to a little brook, and but for the fresh, cold
water I think that he would have lain senseless
another hour.
I do not know which was the stouter, his
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